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from the death chamber, and the news flashed like light-
ning through the palace.
** Maharani murgya !   ^Maharani murgpa ! ??1
The noise reached the Raja's apartments* " Listen! "
said His Highness, holding up his hand as if to command
attention. "I thought I heard a shout. Please open
the door."
The dreadful suspense was over. There now could be
no mistake, and presently, in confirmation, Ram Lai
appeared.
** What's the matter Ram Lai ? " inquired the Maharaja.
" What's all this noise about ? "
"The Maharani Sabiba/   The  Maharani Sahiba!"
" What about the Maharani Sahiba ? "
" Murgya !   Murgya ! "
Ram Lai withdrew and Durrant closed the door.
" Wait here a few moments/' commanded the Raja.
" I must collect my thoughts before I go to the %enana"
The confusion caused by the Rani's death gave Olga
the chance of escape for which she had been longing.
She was aware too that her life was in danger, now that
Durrant knew she had recognized him. Without
mentioning her resolve to anyone, Olga ran to her room,
and found among the relics of her European clothes a
pair of old, yet serviceable, walking shoes. She hastily
bundled into a handkerchief the match box, her passport
and a few personal possessions, covered her face with her
sari and ran down the stairs. No guards were on duty
and, as it was now dusk, she mingled undetected among,
the crowd assembled in the outer courtyard, and passed
unchallenged through the gate. She resolved to tnake
her way to the doctor's bungalow and implore his help.
Olga was clear of the palace, and well on her way to
deliverance, when the Raja entered the %enana.
Motioning the women away, the Prince sat down
by the bedside and took his dead wife's hand in his.
1 The Maharani is dead.